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eThat will be very nice, Mrs. Lc Blanc. Very nice indeed.
Are you sure I shall not be...'
CA nuisance? No, Mr. Wilson. You will not be a nuisance.
You are a new type to me.'
'You think men can be divided into types?5 he asked. She
had a funny way of speaking.
'Both men and women, Mr. Wilson,' She changed the sub-
ject. 'And you arc sure you like the curtains?' They were a
rose-patterned cretonne and looked very fresh and pretty
against the whitewashed wall. The room was charming: a
little effeminate, but charming. It was hard to believe that
it was not a Long Island cottage; that it was not in England or
in France. It was anything but African. The furniture even
was imported. She must have moved a lot of things from her
own house. In addition to the bedroom there was a bath-
room, a sitting room, and a stoop. From the windows you
looked down into the valley and over the vast expanse of
forest. It was a wonderful view, but a frightening one. It was
so big.
Olga stood beside him as he looked out
eYou feel it, too: the immensity.' She stood so close that he
could feel her body against his thigh. The faint smell of ge-
ranium that he had come to associate with her was in his nos-
trils. It disturbed him. He had wanted to get away from
women: to forget about them. Or, if not exactly that, he did
not want to be seriously involved. It had not been hard when
he had been travelling. The fact that there had been so many
women had made it easy. They had neutralized each other.
'To understand it you should go down into it, Mr. Wilson.
Yes,' she said, 'you should go into the forest.' She pointed.
Her hand was beautifully kept, the nails lacquered dark red
to match her scarf.
'That,' she went on, 'is where Congo came from.  I will
show him to you in a day or two.'
Td like to see him,' Wilson said,